—and his fether was dying. They were much alike, they
were attached to one another in a secret, bitter, speech-
less way—and now his fether was dying.
"It's  cruel/'  he  murmured,  without  having the
courage to look at his father.
** Yes, cruel it may be. We have got to get used to
that. I in my way and you in yours. One struggles
through, my boy, believe me, one struggles through* I
am sorry/* he added more gently. " I am putting a heavy
burden on you and you are no giant, that I know. It
can't be helped. Now I am going home. My train
leaves in an hour. I shall put things in order a little at
home, then I will come back and go under the knife,
I have no great faith in it, nor has the Geheimrat. But at
least it will be a postponement. That is why I am doing
it. I am doing my duty. I am sticking to my post as long
as I can. Meanwhile you must do your share. You must
remember that from now on every day is infinitely
precious. You must put yourself in my place, my boy>
and just imagine how I regard time. You must work,
grit your teeth and work. I will try and arrange for you
to be in a position to finish your studies and do your two
years* voluntary work. Afterwards, you must take over
the practice and support the family. You must educate
the children and stand by your mother—which will not
be easy. It isn't easy for me, either. I could prescribe
a small syringe for myself and spare myself all the
drudgery and agony which is now beginning for me.
For I know how much morphia is necessary, don't I,
Firilei ? " he said, with a bitter smile. ** The only reason y
why I am not doing so is that you shall receive the sum
for which my life is insured. A joke, isn't it ? There is
always something comic about commonpkce heroism of
that sort. But that is just what I must demand of myself
aad of you, too* Do you understand now that there •
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